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self before public attention It is hard

It kept the track to the end passed
the bridge and rolled upon solid
ground again. Instantly Ben reversed
the machinery and motioned to Ter-ren- ce

to put on brakes.
After running some distance they

stopped. The lower span of the bridge
had fallen behind them! Speechless for
a moment, with the thought of the fear-
ful peril they had passed, they looked
back at the ruins and watched
the swaying timbers and brok-
en joists as they yielded one
by one to the foaming flood. On
the opposite side part of the span still
stood, so that a passenger could cross.
The fireman was sent back to flag the
express, and in a moment they were
speeding on, and the remaining four
miles to the Springs were run in nearly
that number of minutes. The mayor
sat through the trip dazedly gazing at
the little engineer with admiration for
his gallantry, nerve and high intelli-
gence.

The people were astounded to see the
single engine rush into the depot with a
little hump-backe- d boy at tlie throttle
and a tall smoke begrimed gentleman
pulling the bell rope.

A thousand questions were asked.
The superintendent of the road came in,
and in reply to the mayor's questions
said that the riot had been suppressed
and the city was quiet. But he wanted
to be told of the engine's trip.

And he was told. Ben found himself
a hero and discovered that it was consid-
ered a remarkable thing for a boy to un-

derstand an engine, and that it required
uncommon courage to run it and have
one's wits thoroughly at command.

lien's reward was not alone in con-
sciousness of a duty well performed
and ample gifts of money, but he gained
influential friends in the mayor and of-
ficials of the road, who helped him and
are still helping him to high places in
the business and industrial world.
Charles Moreau Harger, in Yankee
Blade.

INDEPENDENCE DAY.

and the hills were hidden in mist and
J a dismal gloom overspread everything.

In the midst of it all there was a
rumble and jar and the Pilgrim stood
steaming at the platform. Crooked
Ben was in the cab with his hand on
the throttle while a sturdy fireman
stood behind him.

The mayor looked again at the boy
and hesitated.

"He'll take yon through all right,"
said the agent. "Climb up to the fire-
man's seat and keep the bell ringing1."

The mayor thought of the scenes of
bloodshed, perhaps, taking1 place in his
own town. He stepped into the cab
"See here," said he to the young engi-
neer, "if you take me through in sev;
enty minutes I'll give you a hundred
dollars, but if you feel uncertain about
your ability don't try it. What do you
say?"

"I'll go, sir."
The passenger reached for the rope

and the bell's clangor sounded through
the howl of the storm. Hen tried the
water guages, looked at the fire, and
then with his slender white hand drew
the lever to let the steam into the cylin-
der.

With an angry hiss the engine started
on its way, followed by loud hurrahs
and waving caps from the office men.
On she sped, faster and faster, down the
inclined track, clicking over the switch-
es aud then out on the two thread of
steel that skirted the edge of the moun-
tain side against which the storm was
beating.

The mayor sat very stiffly upright,
and the fireman was perched back on
the tender, while little misshappen lien,
with hand on the throttle, was piercing
through the rain and mist, guiding the
whirring wheels.

The watchers at the station looked
after the locomotive until they saw it
shoot into the black opening of a short
tunnel, a half mile down the canyon.
Then they saw the puff of smoke on the
other side and knew that all was well.
Soon they had returned to their duties
and had forgotten the trio taking the
long and dangerous flight.

The old Pilgrim went thundering on
down th road. Two miles, five miles.
ten miles. His honor grew nervous.
Never in his life had he ridden at such
a speed on that crooked mountain road,
now on one side of the stream and now
on the other, now into a tunnel's dark-
ness and now out on a trestle over the
water.

Jiut lien was calm, lhe roar ol ma
chinery and thundering tread of the
wheels prevented them from talking
and the locomotive bounded and
swayed as they rolled fiercely over the
track.

The Pilgrim seemed to exult in a con--
scions power and many admiring gazers
watched it speed through the little
mining towns that afternoon. The
storm had lessened, but a mucky at-
mosphere still encompassed the valley.

Ben's thin, white hand clinched the
lever and his sharp eyes scanned eager-
ly the track ahead and the machinery
below. Town after town and then came
Woodlawn, an incipient summer resort
for tourists, just half way. Here they
stopped for water. The men's faces
were black with cinders.

"Shall we get to the Springs in time?'
asked the mayor, looking at his watch.
"We have come this far in thirty-fiv- e

minutes. Can we do the other half in
thirty-five?- "

"Yes, sir," said lien, cheerily, "in less
time than that."

"Then vou shall have two hundred
dollars.""

Ben secretly determined to get to the
Springs in thirty minutes but he failed
to do it.

They rushed on again. Cascade was
passed. Manitou, Ute Park they were
now only fifteen miles from the city.

The mayor grew more and more anx-
ious as they approached their destina-
tion. In his mind'p eye he saw the city
in the hands of a mob and fearful bat-
tle going on in the street.

Twelve miles!
Ten miles!
Eight miles!
In the region through which they

were now passing the storm had raged
most fiercely of anywhere on the route.
Although the clouds had now passed
away, except for a few hanging about
he hoary hear, of Pike's peak. the roaring

stream showed how great had been
the volume of water poured down by
their force.

Just after they passed Longmont
there was a long descending grade. At
the bottom, the little, stream, now
swollen into a river, which they had
been following made a sharp turn,
crossing the railway's course, gurgling
under a long bridge one hundred feet
from side to side and supported on piles
driven into the earth of the canyon and
the bed of the river.

Down the grade toward the bridge
rushed the engine with fearful velocity,
the cab swinging from side to side un-

til it seemed that it must throw the
three passengers out.

All at once Ben, straining his eyes to-

ward the flying perspective of rocks
aud track ahead, perceived something
that made his heart leap into his
throat. The water on the lower side of
the bridpe was thick with land. This
was evidently from the banking liehind
the piers of the structure. Was it pos-
sible that the bridge was giving way?

To stop the engine was now out of the
quebtion. Ben made up his mind in an
instant. With a quick, nervous jerk he
pulled the lover and let on a full head
of steam. The lilgrim sprang forward
like a frantic creature. The mayor
turned and gazed at his frail engineer.
Ben was leaniug forward with flashing
eyes, scanning the danger. His lips
were set firmly and the concentrated
intensity of his look made the loy al-
most grand. He said nothing. He was
lient upon rushing the engine across
the bridge before it had time to sink,
even if the abutments were already
giving way.

In a moment they were upon it. Ben
saw the turbid water boiling below.
The little mountain stream could be
very fierce when so disposed.

The bridge shook, the engine rocked
and staggered as it flew along. The
mayor leaped down from his eat with
starting eyes, and Terence, the lire-ma- n,

uttered a frightened cry.
But Crooked Ben remained cool. His

very excitement soeincd to nerve him
into a desperate calmness. There was
a sensation of sinking and Ben saw
that several timbers had started. The
mayor and the poor fireman prepared
themselves for a flying leap into the
river. But the young engineer's shrill,
piping voice stopped them: "Stop!" he
cried, "don't move! Stay here or yon
will be killed."

The weakened bridge settled and
creaked, but it did not sink. The loco-
motive did its duty nobly and swept
aeroas the trestle like a whirlwind,

Microscopist "Did you ever look
at a $1,000 bill through a microscope?"
Jmpecunious Friend "No; always used
a telescope." Chicago News.

Professor "Does cold ever gener-
ate heart?" Snooks "Yes, when your
best girl is cold to you. it always makes
you hot." Pharmaceutical Era.

Stalate "To prove my love there
is nothing I would not do for you."
Ethel (yawning) "All right: wind up
the clock and kiss Fido good night."
N. Y. Herald.

Wife "Can not you afford to keep a
horse, John?" Husband "No; but I'll
tell you what to do. You make one of
your Welsh rarebits for supper and we
can both have a nightmare." N. Y.
Press.

She's Fond of the Boys. Nellie
"What's your favorite music. Daisy?"
Daisy "The Mandolin." Nellie "Of
course yon prefer playing anything that
has a man about it." Detroit Free
Press.

Amateur Artist "I should like to
present the last picture I painted to
some charitable institution; now which
would you recommend?" Cruel Lady
Friend "The blind asylum." Life's
Calendar.

Bad on Her Folks. Cora "I fear
your associates are not always what
they should bs." Jake "What do you
mean?" "I .hear Brother Fred and
papa say they enjoy being with you
very much." N. Y. Herald.

"Oh, that must be too lovely for
anything," said Hortensia, when she
read an account of a stage robbery in
the far west. ''Lovely to be robbed?"
asked Uncle John. "Lovely to be held
up," said Hortensia, with a roseate
blush. Boston Transcript.

Mamie "You don't speak to Hen-
ry not gotten over that lovers' quar-
rel yet?" Belle "No; he is sulking. I
suppose he thinks I ought to speak
first." Mamie "Why not? Very few
young ladies have the art of 'making
up as you have." Boston Post.

Mr. Knox "Ethel, it is perfectly
imbecile, your trying to give yoursell
the airs of a prima donna every time
George calls." Ethel Knox "Why,
papa! What can you mean?" Mr. Knox

"I heard you say farewell at least
sixty-fiv- e times last night," Puck.

Bertie "Papa, you are going to
me to the circus aren't you?"

Mr. Boggs "Yes if you are a good
boy." Bertie "Well, I'll try to be good;
because if you can't take me to the cir-
cus, you won't have any excuse for
going yourself, and I know that would
disappoint you very much."

"That's a great motto," said Briny
Billing to a real-estat- e man who askes:
"Why pay rent when you can own your
own home?" Yes," was the reply,
"but I have just had a tenant who re-
vised it in a way that made me dislike
it. He says, why pay for a home when
you can owe the rent money?" Wash-
ington Star.

THE WAR ISSUE.

They Talked Calmly of Hull Ran and
Stiiloh. hut the Tarifl: .

"Time heals all wounds." said a by-

stander to a stranger as the Memorial
Day procession went by.

"It does," was the reply. "I suppose
you are thinking of the war and the
memories revived by the parade of these
veterans of a dozen battles or more?"

"Yes, such is the case, and I feel it the
more because I fought with Sherman
myself While the war was raging I
thought that the animosities aroused
by the contest would never be quelled;
but, as I said, time heals all wounds,
and now we can discuss the war even
with those who were our mortal enemies
and not loose our temper."

"You are right. Now, I was in Lee's
army."

"Were you?"' asked the man who had
worn the blue, at the same time extend-
ing his hand. "Put it there, comrade!"

The two shook hands d were soon
exchanging war reminiscences with
great good will.

"We walloped you nicely at Bull Run,"
chuckled the

"But didn't we get back at you at
Fort Henry and Fort Donelson?" asked
the federal soldier.

"Oh, yes; but see what a tussle we
gave you .Yanks at Antietam and Fred-
ericksburg."

"We made up for all that at Shiloh
and Corinth, thou gh."

"And we came at you Yanks again in
great shape at Chancellorsville and
Chickamauga," boasted the man who
had been in Lee's army.

"But didn't we polish you off beauti-
fully at Gettysburg, and then travel
from Atlanta to the sea in triumph?
By the way, speaking of the country
through which Gen. Sherman's army
marched, it shows a wonderful amount
of improvement. I traveled through it
a month or two ago, and was vastly
surprised at the way the protective
tariff is building it up. Why, my dear

"Tariff be hanged!" interrupted the
"Why. sir, that coun-

try is improving in spite of the tariff.
The tariff has been hanging as a mill-
stone about its neck. If we could only
get sensible tariff reform "

"Oh, you don't know what you are
talking about."

"I don't, don't I?"
"No, you don't. Now, in Pennsyl-

vania "
"Don't talk to me about Pennsylva-

nia! Now, in Georgia "
"Biff! Bang! Thump!"
"Thump! Bang! Biff!"
"Oh, well, I don't care to argue with

a man who can't keep his temper.'"
"Neither do I, consarn your ugly pic-

ture." Puck.

The Money Value of Pure Water.
Aside from all sentiment and duty,

the importance of pure water may be
considered from a pecuniary stand-
point. All sanitarians agree that a
majority of typhoid-feve- r cases come
from polluted water, while some emi-
nent authorities claim that the disease
is transmitted only by this agent. A
conservative estimate of the value of an
average individual to the state is at
least one thousand dollars, so when
we consider that about forty thou-
sand persons die annually in the
United States from this disease, a loss
oi more than forty million dollars to
the nation is clearly shown. Besides,
there are about forty thousand cases of
this disease each year in our country,
which cost the people many million
dollars more. Add to this the expenso
attached to other diseases that are
transmitted by impure water, and the
estimate will be swelled to enormous
proportions. Every city and town
using impure water should consider
these facts, and hasten to supply its
citizens with pure water from public
works. Engineering Magazine- -

ly worth while to briny torvara argu

pressure of this question of poverty.
The place it holds in the popular mind
is patent to all who will look. Prof.
Charles Gide, of the University of Mont-pellie- r,

France, a conservative teacher
of political economy, write in regard-t- o

the distribution of wealth as follows
"To the general public the clearest and

. tn Vo tnliition.tUUSb Ojpauiujj cvw " - -

of wealth is its inequality the more un-

bearable in proportion to the uecessive
breaking down of all other iaequalitiea-whic- h

used to separate them one from
another. Modern laws havft realized .

civil equality; universal suffrage baa- -

given political equality; tne growing'
diffusion of education is tending to in-

troduce the reign of a virtual intel-
lectual equality. But the inequality of
wealth still remains; formely it was
hidden, as it were, behind even greater
inequalities, now, however, it is seen in
the foreground of our democratic so-
cieties, and against it dash the waves
of public wrath." . Prof. Gide then pro-
ceeds to point out that inequality in it--
self is no just cause for complaint, and
winds up as follows: "In fine, the real
complaint that can be urged against the
distribution of wealth is not so
much its inequality as our
inability to perceive the reasons
for this ineqality. It is by no means .

proportional to the labor expended; on
the contrary, according to John Stuart '

r;n iaa 1 1

neration appears to descend further and
further the more laborious the work be-
comes, until finally it reaches a point
where the most severe toil barely suf-
fices for the necessities of existence-Sti- ll

less does it seem to be proportion-
ed to men's merits or virtues. The an-
tithesis between the man who is poor
but honest, and the scoundrel who is
fortunate and wealthy, is a common-
place which is as old as the world, but
it never fails to be true in the present."

In these paragraphs Prof. Gide states
that the substance of the labor problem,
which is essentially how shall wo secure
a more equable and an equitable distri-
bution of wealth? Not a mathematical
equality, but a practical equality, an
equality of opportunity to satisfy the
wants which we each one feel within
us, and which are in a measure peculiar
to ourselves.

The inequality of wealth Is increasing-
ly felt, partly because, as, Prof. Gide
says, other inequalities which erst
while separated man from man have
passed away, but partly also because
this particular inequality between rich
and poor is increasing. The time has
come when many men, even of conser-
vative instincts, have recognized the
need of a remedy for tho present in-

equality, and have come to the conclu-
sion that such a remedy must be radi-
cal, and is to be sought for in a wide
departure from present governmental
methods. They acknowledge that the
present distribution of wealth is unjust,
and that the world will not much
longer endure it, and they also see that
it is impossible to change the distribu-
tion of wealth and leave the present
social order just as at present. Bellamy,
with his plan of 6tate socialism, has
gained many disciples. It is becoming
quite fashionable to call one's self a

would be difficult to define some of
these names, but they all mean that it
is necessary for the state to lay hands
on the wealth of individuals, and use it
or direct its use for the benefit of other
individuals or for society. But it is
evident that to do this with a clean
conscience we must rewrite tho Deca
logue.

TO UK CONTIXfED.

From an Alliance Organ.

We have already told cf George C
Ward's article in the Topeka Advocate,
or e of the great alliance papers of the-wist- ,

in which he questioned the sound-
ness of the single tax, and W. H. T.
Wakefield's conclusive reply, and now
comes the Advocate itself Jn an edito-
rial complaining but let it speak for
itself.

We do not object to a continuance of
the discussion provided an able writer
on each side of the question can be per
mitted to pursue it. Since those arti
cles appeared, however, we have been
literally buried under an avalanche of
single tax literature. It comes from,
every state and territory from Maine to --

California, from Alaska to the southern
point of Florida, and I" there is a sin
gle tax advocate that we have not re
ceived a communication from he must .

be somewhere outside the boundaries of
civilization. We advise the single tax
advocates to put up a national ticket at
once, wenave neara irom enougnoi
them already to elect a president. The
most gratifying feature of this affair is
in its demonstration of the value of Tho
Advocate as an advertising medium. If
our advertisers get one response t
their advertisements for every ten sin-

gle tax articles we have received sinco
the initial article 011 this subject wan
published, they will have to increas
their clerical force to do justice to theii
customers. We have single tax manti
script enough to last us for the nex
tv'n years. Please let up now, and eithci
change the subject or settle upon soma
one person who shall speak for the
cro'.vc'.

savoring the Privileged.

At a recent meeting of tne ueiroii
city councvl an ordinance has been pass-

ed requiring property owners to lay
stone sidewalks in front of their dwell-
ings. Some objection was mado to the
form of the ordinance, inasmuch as,
when taken in connection with other
and unrepealed ordinances allowing the
first sidewalks laid to be of plank, it fa-

vored the owners of vacant land in the
city along which sidewalks had not yet .

been laid. In the course of the discus-

sion Alderman Lowrcy said:
I don't think it is right for the Cass

estate, or any other estate, to hold prop-
erty out of use and get the benefit of a
rise in value due to other's work with-

out doing its share in the way of im-

provements. I don't think it is fair to
let that estate lay plank sidewalks
when others must lay stone sidewalks

Point was given to Mr. Lowrey's re .

m:irks bv the insertion in the verv issu
of the Detroit Journal that published

. a , . 1 . , .
tliem 01 a real estate agent s aavemiHs-mc- nt

containing the following excel-

lent advice and useful information:
Don't keep your money in the bank

at a miserable 4 per cent, interest when
you can invest it in Detroit suburban
real estate and make 15 or 10 per cent.
Think of the vast fortunes made in De-

troit real estate. In fact, nearly all
our greatest fortunes had their origi
in real estate investments. What mad
Gen. Cass so rich? The Cass farm.
Where did the Brush estate get its im-

mense wealth? From tat lruh farm.

In AU Fsaential 1'oint It Is Startllngly
Lib the Karth.

The first sight of Mars through an
observatory lilewrpe is almost terri-
fying, even for a person of good nerves.
It is as if one saw the whole earth, with
its icy poles, as a solid globe, floating
overhead. One distin guishes clearly the
dark blue seas and the brillianL beam-
ing, many-hue- d dry land, and on this
the dry beds of a multitude of lakes,
bays, gulfs, streams and canals, these
latter being either parallel to each other
or crossing one another at right angles.

As you continue to look you note the
variations of color and of light and
shade and further that the outlines on
the edge of the disk pass out f sight,
while on the other the landscape ex-

pands; you see that Mars revolves on its
axis, and that the ends of the axis are
the frozen poles, as with us. There is a
further resemblance in the inclination
of the axis, which provides that on thi
planet also the seasons follow each
other in regular succession. The ice
crust at the poles diminishes in summer,
affording demonstration not only that
Mars is influenced by the sun's rays pre-
cisely as we are, but also that the air
and water are identical with ours.
In fact, the meteorology of Mars is
now being reduced to a siiem?.

Judging the two planets by superfi-
cial characteristics, however, one must
admit a condition implying a higher
degree of development in Mars. The
continents of the earth, seen from a
distance, present a very torn appear-
ance, and occupy scarcely a third of its
surface, while Mars is girdled on both
sides of the equator by the continuous
mainland, intersected by a network of
canals and rivers, the land occupying
approximately three-fourt- hs of the
whole area of the planet and the water
only one-fourt- h, as a consequence of
which it may be that its atmosphere is
less clouded and vapor-lade- n than ours.
Peculiarly characteristic is the arrange-
ment in which the geological nature of
Mars has laid out the streams (canals?)

All our streams, without exception,
are tortuous and all increase in width
as thej near the ocean. On Mars, on
the contrary, the streams flow in
straight lines and are of uniform width
from source to mouth. These streams,
from seventy to one hundred kilometers
apart, have their banks so well defined
as to suggest the idea that they are
subject to intelligent regulation. It is
hardly possible to conceive that two
parallel canals intersected at right
angels by a third, as in Opher land, can
be the work of elementary forces of
nature. The question suggests itself
again by the two canals which flow
from ocean to ocean through the island
Hollas, crossing each other at right
angles in the center. Not less ques-
tionable is the origin of the great blue
Lake of the Sun in the center of Kep-pl- er

land with its three rectilinear
canals connecting it with the ocean.

Ever and ever the question recurred:
Is it possible that the crust of a planet
whose density is only seven-te- n ths less
than that of the earth can be so yield-
ing that the streams at their origin en-
counter no impediment to theL direct
course? Or ha ve they really been regu-
lated by the inhabitants of Mars an
engineering feat presenting, perhaps,
few difficulties?

But what most excites our astonish-
ment in conection with these canals is
that almost every one of them is double

i. e., it has its p arallel canal along-
side of it, but visible at intervals only.
This has thtroughly perplexed all in-

vestigators. The earth has nothing
analogous to aid us to a solution. On
this- - account the return of Mars
is looked forward to with
considerable interest. The improve-
ments in optical instruments within,the
past decade may probably help to solve
the riddle, or what is perhaps still more
probable, may present more riddles for
solution.

The occasion of Mars' next return will
be the first time for fifteen years that
we shall have an opportunity of exam-
ining his south polar region. A part
from the scientific interest which at-
taches to these observations, it is an im-
mense gain to our intellectual culture
to overthrow the pride, born of igno-
rance, which in earlier centuries prompt-
ed man to regard this earth as the one
inhabited sphere of the universe. Equal
rights for all planets appears to be the
law of nature, which certainly has not
expeivlcd all her forces on this dark
clod of ours. German Paper.

HE SAW ENOUGH SIGHTS.

He was Fat tailed that 'o v York JTad Many
Attractions for a Fierce Nature.

"I came to New York to see the sights
I did," he cried, banging his fist down
on the table and looking wicked: '"I
was bom and raised up near Tompkins
square, and in my day I could lick any
man in the old Eighth ward. Let him
step up, I say!"

He breathed hard, but no one stirred.
"I see, I see," he continued, "in order

to make things lively it is necessary for
me to play a lone hand. Look out
now, everybody, as soon as I let out a
whoop I shall spring forward, smash
all the glassware in the place, cry mur-
der, knock two or three together by the
neck and throw the proprietor ovor a
telegraph pole. Are you ready now?
and fair warning!"

He moved back and circled around
the room two or three times, as though
to get his imiscle up, when suddenly
the door opened and in popped a news-
boy, who cried out:

"Whoo-oo-oo- ! Here you are Woxtra!
Wixtra! Wuxtra!"

"No fair, no fair," cried the western
man, jumping on a table, "no fair sick-
ing a dog on one from behind. My
stars! I am willing to fight anything
that ever lived, but you can not expect
me to go up against something that has
just escaped from some madhouse!"

Woxtra! Wixtra! Wuxtra!" roared the
boy, puffing around like a fire-engi-ne

and Incoming fairly purple in his face.
"That will do," roared the man from

Colorado. "I give in, without further
shootin"! I'm willin' ter acknowledge
that the heart is tookin clean out of
me. I will now sneak out quietly by
the back door; please don't tell any of
the boys at home, or I'll never sleep in
a boothill yard. I've saw enough sights
to tell of for fifteen years'." Once a
Week.

A Wicked Suggestion.
Reporter If yon will allow me to

have the sermon which you are to de-

liver on Sunday, I will copy it and print
it in Monday's paper.

Reverend De Goode I can not allow
my sermon to go out of my hands. If
you will come to church on Sunday you
can hear it and take notes.

Reporter (with dignity) I do not
work on Sunday, air. N. Y. Weekly.

BY T1.T.T r. AKE.
"tBONTON-- MTSSOCRI

THE PASSING OF THE ENGINES.
Sark! high o'er the rattle and clamor and clat-ter

Of traffic-fille- d streets, did you hear Uiat loud
noise?

And pushing and rushing to see what's the mat-ter
Like herds of wild cattle go pell-me- ll theboys.

There's fire la the city: The engines are com-iiM-?:

The bold bells are clanging: --Make way inthe streets:
The wheels of the hose-cart- s are spinning andhumming

In time to the music of galloping feet.
'.Make way. there: Make way. there! Thehorses are flylnsc
"The sparks from their swift hoofs shoot higherand higher.
"The crowds are Increasing the gamins are cry-lu- g:

-- Hooray, boys: Hooray, boys: Come on tothe fire:

With clanging and banging and clatter and rat-tle
The long ladders follow the engines andhose;

"rbc m are all ready to dash Into battle.But will thpy come out again? tiod only
knows:

.At windows and doorways crowd questioning
faces:

There's something about it that quickens one'sbreath
.'How proudly the brave fellows sit in theirplaces
. And speed to the conflict that maybe, means-de- ath.

" Still faster, and faster, and faster, and faster.The grand chargers thunder and leap on theway,
."The red foe is yonder and may prove the mas-

ter
"Turn out there," bold trade. "Tutu out

there, I say:"
For once the loud truckman knows oaths will

not matter.
And reins in his horses, and yields to his fate.The are coming let pleasure-crowd- s

scatter,
Let street-car- , expressman and mail-wago- n

wait.

They speed like a comet they pass in a min-
ute

The boys follow on like the tail of a kite;
The commonplace street has but trafllc now

in it
The great fire engines have swept out of

Kitfht.
Ella Wheeler Wilcox, in Once a Week.

AT THE THROTTLE.

.A Plucky Young Engineer's Per-
ilous Undertaking.

'Crooked lien" he was called by
everybody in the little Colorado town,
without thought of disrespect. The
hunchbacked boy bore the nickname,
too, without thinking it other than a
common title. Few who saw him mov-
ing alxmt, with his misshapen shoulders
and undersized form, would guess that
he had talent; but the brilliancy of his
large eyes, the breadth of his forehead
and the pleasant intelligence of his
pale face did much to redeem his de-

formity and proved him, what he real-
ly was. a genius. lie was noted for his
constructive skill. Mechanics was his
passion and for making' tiny water-wheel- s

to whirr in the foaming moun-
tain stream he soon progressed to a
study of the engines in the roundhouse
at the railway fetation. It was the end
of a branch road and many a dark
monster was stabled in the sooty build-
ing'. He pondered over them with an
enthusiastic patience and an artist's
zeal until he knew every part perfectly
and was often allowed to sit tip with
the engineers oh short runs and even to
handle the throttle during the switch-
ing: about the yards.

Alpine Junction was at the head of a
canyon. One autumn day the mayor of
the little city at the foot, looking out
on the plains to the east, visited the
town joined to his own by the railway
running' elose to a mountain stream,

-- often crossing' and recrossing it. In the
afternoon the wind changed, clouds
came scurrying over Pike's peak and a
big storm threatened.

About three o'clock a telegram was
received for the mayor of the lower
town. Not twenty minutes after the
operator had. with a grave face, copied
it and sent off a messenger, a covered
carriage came hurrying through the
wind and rain, drawn by galloping
horses. The mayor alighted and in a
moment was excitedly asking the
agent: "When does the next train go
ast?"
"At six o'clock.
"That will not do; I must go at

--once. How many miles is it to the
springs?"

"Sixty."
"I couldn't get there in five hours by

horses. I must have an engine. A riot
has broken out between the townsmen
and the workers in the smelting works.
I ought to be there now."

"I'll telegraph the superintendent,
said the agent. "There is an engine
here but it is against orders to let it
go. It will cost you considerable, sir."

"I don't care what it costs. Hurry up
the message"

The agent flew to his instrument.
The indicator gave no answering click.
'The wires letween the station and the
Springs were down. Either the storm
had broken farther east or the rioters
had cut them. He explaised the situa-
tion to the mayor.

"Well," said he. "fire up your engine
and let me go. It is for the public
good and I must go."

The agent thought a moment.
There is hardly a chance. The man

who runs the Pilgrim, Edward Forester,
is sick."

"Then who can go with it?" asked
the mayor's host.

"1 h-i- d thought," said the agent, hesi-

tatingly, "that as the track is clear and
--will be for two hours that if you can
get Forester's consent that maybe
JJen might do it."

The gentleman clapped his hands.
"The very one." he exclaimed, and in
a moment he was away in his carriage
to fetch the boy.

When he reached the station and the
Tnayor looked at the fragile, hump-
backed form aud the frail face he hesi-

tated.
Have you ever run an engine, boy?"

lie asked.
"Yes, sir, a little ways. Hut I tinder-atau- d

it as well as anybody."
"Then you think you can make this

TUU?"
"Yes, sir."
But the mayor hesitated to trust him-

self to lien's hands, and it was not un-

til the official's host returned from a
trip to the sick engineer's bed to report
thst STorftster said Ben was capable,
that orders were given to "hurry op
and try it."

The storm had risen in fury, and
reat driving gusts of rain come tear--

The Christianity of the Single Tax.

EDWARD G. KHOADS.

Whenever a truth, new or old, takes
fresh root in the minds of people, and
grows into a movement of social reform,
it encounters certain institutions al
ready existing which help or hinder its
growth and development. One of these
institutions in eur part of the world is
the organized Christian church.

It seems strange that upward and on-
ward movements should be opposed by
an institution whose proper function is
to foster the upward and onward tend-
encies of the human mind and soul, yet
it is an historical fact that there has
scarcely ever been a reform movement
in middle ages or modern times which
has not met with opposition or even
persecution from churches or church-
men. The fact is too generally known
to need illustration. Its to be found in
the fixity of creeds and in the vested
interests which cling like branches to
aliriost every old and powerful institu-
tion. Wisely did Gen. Booth resolve not
to add another to the already large
number of "ecclesiastical corpses," but
to found an organization which would
fall to pieces of its own weight when-
ever it ceased to work.

There are some of us who have deep
and strong attachments to the religious
Societies to which we belong, and who
have an abiding faith in Christianity,
who look with shame and humiliation
at the hostility of the church to the
single tax, feeling that our belief in the
doctrine of Henry George is a fruit of
Christianity as we know it. There are
others whose faith in Christianity has
gone out with their faith in the churches
of to-da- y. Well said Prof. Drummond
that the greatest need of the world is
a perfected life. The mental attitude
of a great many thinking men was well
stated by Wm. T. Stead, of the Pall
Mall Gazette, when he said that the
world is tired of Christians but wants
Christs.

There are, however, hopeful signs
that Christians within the churches are
acquiring more liberal and enlarged
views of the purpose and scope of
Christianity. In illustration, I would
again quote Prof. Drummond, who says
in his little phamphlet on "The Pro-
gramme of Christianity:" "I shall mis-
lead no one, I hope, if I say for I wish
to put the social side of Christianity in
its strongest light that Christ did not
come into the world to give men relig-
ion. He never mentioned the word re-
ligion. Religion was in the world be-

fore Christ came, and lives to-da- y in a
million souls, who have never heard his
name. What God does all day is not to
sit waiting in churches for the people
to come and worship Him. It is true
that God is in churches, and in all kinds
f churches, and is found by many in
hurches more immediately than any

tvhere else. It is also true that, while
Christ did not give men religion. He
gave a new direction to the religious
aspiration bursting forth, then and
now, and always from the whole world's
heart. But it was his purpose to enlist
these aspirations on behalf of some
definite, practical good. That tendency
of the religions of all times has been to
car; more for religion than for humani-
ty. Christ cared more for humanity
than for religion rather, his care for
humanity was the chief expression of
his religion."

Such expressions as these, and the
lives of snch churchmen as Cardinal
Manning and Father Huntington, are,
it seems to me, indications of most
hopeful import to the church and to
liumanitj. They are recognitions of
the true purpose of Christ's mission to
earth.

What was it in Christianity which
made it spread so rapidly among the
people in its early days? The pro-
gramme of Christianity in Scripture
language was in. part as follows:

To preach good tidings unto the
meek: to bind up the broken-hearte- d;

to proclaim liberty to the captives, and
the opening of the prison to them that
arc bound.

Paul, the Apostle, calls Christ's law
The perfect law of liberty." Christ's

tcsching" was a most exalted individual-
ism, an Individuaiism far beyond what
can be obtained by means of human
law. The economic or legislative
basis of Christianity was the Jcwis law,
in which the idea of justice ind retri-
bution was pTomiuent. Chi t s'.iMed to
this moral code the quality ncrcy
and the virtue of unselfish ncc, mid the
result was the golden rule, liut it was
no part of Christ's plan to nu'iify the
Mosaic law of morass, except as it was
siipn'anicl by a mora perfect rule of
cor.-ta-'- t written in the individual
hriii'in 1 cart

V-- nny ike It for a certainty that
ticiMin wii'ch Christ commanded His

contravened the coramand-iJi'T;- t,

"Thou shalt not steal." This
eighth commandment of the Decalogue

f-- v. bidding now as it ever was, and
Chi'ist'Tsns fecognize it as such theoret-
ically: yet it seems to me that more
confusion of economic thought arises
from a failure to understand this sim-pl- "

law than from any ether source
whu "v-r- .

Thou salt not steal. It docs nt ve-qt-i:r

a Mos-- s or a Herbert Spencer to
coin Ince i.icn of the truth of this law
of i o rals. it is written in the hu-
man heat t. Yet there is a great deal
more "involved in it than is generally
realized.

V. l.rtt is stealing? Any one will say
"It is takiiisr possession of the property
of another l.y force or fraud." Thus
f ir, at least, all Christians go, but they
o not gt to the bottom of the matter,

because thy do not ask and answer for
them!clvc another question what is
propertj-- ? Or, if they do define prop-
erty, they make its meaning dependent
upon human law, wherea it is clear
that the commandment, "thou shalt
not steal," depends for its significance
not upon human law at all, but upon
the fundamental law of God. who is no
respecter of persons, but created all
men equal. Stealing is stealing, wheth-
er done by a king or a peasant, by the
strong or the weak, by a majority or a
minority, by a community or an indi-

vidual, with good intention or malice
prepense. To grasp the full meaning
of the cisrhth commandment we must.
therefore, grasp also the law of prop- - ,

erty right, which is not
good old plan

That he may get who ha the power
And he may keep who can."

but is, that every individual has aright,
a God-give- n and fu ulamental right, to
all the"wealth which he produces by the
application of his labor to natural

and to all wealth he re
ceives by purchase, exchange or gift, I

directly or indirectly, irom some one
who has opposed it j

In recent the fact of the exist- -

ence of poverty, seemingly hopeless
povcrtv, ra';d the advancing prosperity

An Opportune Time for Recalling: the
Karly History of Our Republic.

The chief element of value in any
country is the story of its past sacri
fices in behalf of great and noble ob-
jects. The remembrance of the will-
ingness of the colonists to deprive
themselves not only of luxuries but of
necessary articles of food and clothing

of their bravery, of their voluntary
poverty, of their heroic endurance and
pluck, of their hope and fearful dis-
couragement, of their self-denia-ls and
sublime perseverance is fitted to stir
our souls to a new and profound sense
of patriotism. Nor is this all. It is an
opportune time to take counsel of their
farsighted wisdom. The various docu-
ments framed by the colonists in the
rational assertion of their rights in ex-
planation of the duties existing between
the citizen and the state in defending'
the just basis of liberty may well be
read and reread with every return of
this day. They will kindle a new flame
of enthusiasm in every American heart.
When William Pitt saw them he cried
out, with irrepressible eloquence: "Fcr
myself, I must avow that in all my
reading and I have read Thueydides,
and I have studied and admired the
master states of the world for solidity
of reason, for sagacity and wisdom of '
conclusion under a complication
of difficult circumstances, no na-
tion or body of men can stand in
preference to the general congress at
Philadelphia. The histories of Greece
and Koine give us nothing equal to it,
and all attempts to impose servitude
upon such a mighty continental nation
must be vain." Nor has the judgment
of one of their great English statesmen
been reversed by posterity. Gladstone
said quite recently: "The American
constitution is. the most astonishing
effort ever struck at one time from the
brain and heart of man!'

Book back, O reader, to those won-
derful pages which record the political
theories as well as the self-sacrifici-

struggles of the fathers, if you wish
your minds enlightened as well as souls
refreshed with a baptism of wisdom
and patriotism.

The example of such men ought to
make us better citizens more zealous
for the nation's weal, more unflinching
In striking down bribery at the polls,
more determined and watchful in hold-
ing office bearers to a conscientious dis-
charge of their trust, more willing to
labor in manifold directions for good
government and public virtue. Chris-
tian at Work.

BRAVE AND TURBULENT.

Lord Cardigan, the Hero of Ilalaklava,
Not iuilty of Cowardice.

Few officers in the British army ever
had a stormier career than Lord Cardi-
gan, the hero of Balaklava. In every-
thing except personal courage he was
about as far remote from the ideal hero
as he could well be. He was overlear-ing-,

quarrelsome and dissipated. When
he was made lieutenant colonel of the
Fifteenth hussars, he treated his men
with such excessive rigor that in two
years he lield one hundred and fivo
courts-martia- l and made seven hundred
arrests, though his regiment numbered
but three hundred and fifty soldiers.
So obnoxious did he finally make him
self that he was forced to resign, be ing
reinstated in the army only through
the urgent entreaties of his father.

Being given the command of the
Eleventh hussars he resumed his tur-
bulent course and was censured by his
superiors. lhe high cuscipiine ana
efficiency of his regiment saved him
from dismissal, however, and after
having been tried for wounding Capt.
Tuckett in a duel he was sent to the
Crimea in command of the light cav
alry brigade. Upon this fine body of
troops he spent an immense sum of
money in providing the best of horses
and equipments, and though as hery-temper- ed

and overbearing as ever ac-

quired some popularity. He took part in
many engagements, and while he was
reckless in exposing his men he was
also reckless of danger to himself and
was looked upon as a brave, dashing
soldier. At the battle of Balaklava ha
led his brigade in that wild and fool-
hardy but immortal charge, in which
all but a handful of his "noble six hun-
dred" were laid low. For this he was
lauded by some and denounced by
others. Col. Calthorpe, nine years
later, charged him with cowardice and
with having deserted his men. For this
Lord Cardigan brought a libel suit
against the colonel, and though the
final decision made June 10, 1863
went against him on technical grounds,
his accuser was compelled to admit that
he was in error. Chicago N ews.

"You beat him pretty badly in thai
race," said one giraffe to another. "I
should say I did. I won Tar a nook."
Washington Star.
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